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it may look funny or kind of strange to the reader that the experimenters 
can not let go of talking and chatting to each other, jetting around the 
globe while discussing possible hardware or process flow design of life 
cell tissue printers 

what is all the rush about one migh think... 

and yes if a looks at it, there is much excitement in all this tale of a 
possible arising robot companion dawn, excitement as in, a himself feels 
like he should or would really like to contribute some part towards the 
uplifting of humanity out of the scarcity and general fear and fight for 
survival state... a projecting some of his characters or wantings to be his 
character traits... onto the protagonists in this fantastic novel... it 
might be part science fiction, but then, a is well aware of his lack of 
technical accuracy and himself just too much into potential storylines, 
scenarios, episodes following each other to get down onto a sober 
description of the tech he writes about... 

this not an apology but a kind of sidenote to the reader or a kind 
aufforderung to eventually check some more technical serious places in the 
nonfiction paperbooks or internet to read about the exact workings of cell 
biology, overunity, zeropoint energy... having said this word of caution... 
like... do not believe anything written here as this is bare fantasy being 
pounded into a smartphone by an impatient author who thinks that his 
writings will do something to entertain or even inspire some fellow human 
beings... hey why so cynic... let a say that nicer, like... a is well aware 
of his personal situation being fuelled by an urge to contribute to the 
betterment of the human handling of the ressources this planet provides, 
this wish to share some potential future scenarios with his fellows makes 
him excited and in the heat of the moment the accuracy when describing 
technical concepts... is missed or at times quite severly lost... on top of 
that comes a certain logic-lazyness of a who was never really into 
mathematics, causing himself in these days to just babbel on with the ideas 
regardless of consequences on the eventual readers mind.... ahh here it 
comes again, the doubletwisting wanting to be funny again, are you not... 
smiling to himself both a little amused and part annoyed about the lenght 
this excursion now takes on... the length, here coming to an other aspect 
of a s behaviour... oh why not just dive into this for once, a little 
detour highlighting an amateurs aspiring writers mind... altough he thinks 
that the most beautifull and his mind impacting novels have been siddhartha 
from hermann hesse and the starmaker from olaf stapledon, they both sharing 
a lenght of not more than 100 or 150 pages, he thinks somewhere along the 
lines of ... if he could just keep on writing several thousands of words a 
week that would train his storytelling muscles very well... and who knows, 
if he would just keep on letting it all out as it enters himself when he is 
in inspired or kissed by the muse states... after perhaps having written 
great amounts of sometimes only loosly fitting together parts... a might 
one day enable himself this way to write and hopefully illustrate a nice 
cozy heartwarming piece of hillariously romantic and life fizzled 
gayness... he prays to his future self that this 90 page enchanter might 
not be too far away now. . . a 90 page symphony of well clicking into each 



other preciously handcrafted gems of mental emotional comfort inducing 
lines and letters arrangements 



selfobserving note... it took half an hour to write this two thumbed on a 
4" touchscreen... wondering how well a fold out bluetooth connected 
keyboard would allow 10 finger typing, ah yes, these were times when a was 
sitting in his camping chair balancing the tiny nokia smartphone standing 
on the holder sponge of a neat little clapout keyboard... mmmhh makes a 
want to search his belongings to find it again... annoys him greatly that 
he lost sight of it since about half a year, unusual as he finds himself 
having somewhat a kind of half certain knowing where he can find things 
within his belongings ranging in the size of approximatly 20 banana 
shipping boxes 



